HONGKONG—MACAO
He was optimistic about the outcome of the present war.
His own troops were stationed at Loyang, and he would
go there at the end of his convalescence in a few days'
time. He had been training the same corps ever since he
came to China. Meyer repeated what we had heard al-
ready in Hankow—that the German advice had been fre-
quently disregarded, that promises of supplies had some-
times been broken, that there had been far too much
red tape, that the Japanese could have been defeated
long ago. He did not believe that Manchukuo could
be recaptured. He was certain that a Japanese victory
would mean the end of foreign influence in the Far
East.
The relationship between Meyer and Charleton was the
only noisy thing at Journey's End. They made up for
their respective lack of English and German by shouts
and laughter. The chief cause of their serio-comic friction
was one of Charleton's house-boys. Meyer had offered the
boy a job but stipulated that he must come away at once.
Charleton insisted that the boy should stay at Journey's
End till September to help with the summer visitors.
Meyer retaliated with typically German banter about the
hardness of his bed, the badness of the food, the heat of
his room, and the number of insects. Charleton, who didn't
understand a word, roared: ^That's a nasty one!' or 4Sorry!
I don't speak Welsh!'
Next morning the Demon began to exercise his power.
We were to have left for Nanchang, and we didn't. It was
chiefly my fault: I had wanted to go up to Killing, the
mountain village which is the missionaries' holiday re-
sort. But today the clouds were down on the hills; the
gorge was choked with mist; and the swimming-pool, after
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